
The Hijiory of 

Set. It is;my Lord. 

BotX hat Roan fhall be my thronc.Well,I will backehim 
ftmght.Eefperanee, bid 'Butltr lead him forth into the Parke, 
Lady. Pm. hear e you, my Lord. 

/Z^Whatfayft thou, my Lady ? 

L.<«.What L it carries you away J 

Why, my horfe ( my love) my horfc. 

Za.Oar you mad-headedape,a weezcl hath not fuch a deale 
°f ip!eene,asyou are toft with.In fayth ile know your bufines, 
Harry, that 1 will : I feare.my brother Mortimer doth lhr> 
bout his title,and hath lent for you to line his cnterprize,but if 
Hot. So far afoot, I fhall be weary ,love. ( you goe, 

Z<?.Come, come,youParraquito. anfwer mediredliy unto 
this queftion thacl fhall askenn fayth i'le breake thy littlefin- 
^tt, Harry, and if thou wilt not tell me all things true. 

fl'of.Away,away,you tritier, love ; I love thee not ; 
Icarenot for thee, Kate , this is no world 
To play with mammets,and to tilt with lips, 

We muft have bloody noies/tidcrackt crowncs. 

And paffe them currant too : gods memy horfe. 

What faiftthou K ate yw hat woulds thou have with me? 

La.Dooyonnot loveme?doeyou notindeede ? 

Well, doe not then ? for fince you love me not, 

I will not love my felfe. Doe you not love me ? 

Nay , tell me, if you fpcake in /eft, or no ? 

Hot. Come,wilt.thoufecmeride ? 

And when I am a horfe-backc, I will fweare, 

I love thee infinitely But harke you Kate , 

I muft not haveyou henceforth queftion me 
Whither I goe : nor reafon whereabout t 
Whither I muft, I muft : and to conclude. 

This evening muft I leave you, gentle Kate, 

1 know you wife, butyet no farthe wife. 

Then Harry Percies wife. Gnnftaiif you are. 

But yet a Woman, and for fecrccy. 

Nay Lady clofer, for I will beleeve. 

Thou wilt not utter what thou do ft not know : 

And fo fir willltruft thee, gentle Kate. 
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Henry the Foartu* 

Z4.HoW.fo far? 

Hot. Not an inch further : but harke you Kate, 

Whither I go, thither flail you goe too t 
To day will I fet forward ; to morrow you : 

Will this content you Kate ? 

La It muft of force. Exeunt. 

Eenter Prince, and Toy ties. 

Pri.Ned, prcthec come out of that fat roome, and lend me 
thy hand to laugh a little. 

Toy. Where haft beene, r -’<i// ? 

Prin. With three or foure Logger-heads, amongft three or 
foure-fcore Hogs-beads.I havefounded the very bafe firing of. 
Humility .Sirra, lam fworn brother to a leafh of Drawers, and 
can call them all by their Cbriftian names,as Tom, Dk\,and 
Francis-, they take it alreadupon their lalvation, that though 
I be Prince of Wales,) pet I am the King of Courtejie , and tell 
me flatly ,1 am not proud Incite like Valfiafe-fnt.ta.Corinthian, 
a Lad ofmetall,a good Boy (by the Lord lo they call me)and 
when I am King of England, 1 fhall command all the good 
Lads in Safi-cheap.They call drinking dcepe.dying Scarletj& 
when you breathe in your watring,they cry hem, and bid you 
play it off. To conclude^ amfo good a proficient in one quar- 
ter of an houre,that I can drinke with any Tinker in his own 
Language during my life.I will tell thee, Ned , thou haft loft 
much honor, that thou wert not with me in this atflion : but 
fweet Ned, to fweeten which name of Ned, I give thee this 
penniworth of Sugar ,clapt even now into my hand by an un- 
.derskinker,one that never {pake other English in his life, then 
8 (hilling'., and d pence, and Ton are welcome, ■with this Thrill 
addition. Anon anon Jir,S korc a pint ofTaftard in the half moon s 
orfo.But Ate^todriveaway timetil Valfiaffe come, I prethee 
doe thou (land in fome by-roome, while I queftion my puny 
Drawn-, to what end he have n e the Sugar, and do never 
leave calling Traneis, that his tale to me may be nothing, but 
Anon : ftep afide, and i’le (hew thee a prcfer.t. 

Toines. ¥ rancu. 

Prince Thou art perfeft. Poines. Francis, 

fran, Anon, anon iirjlooke down into the pomegranate //i? 

p Da P rince. 




